FRAGRANCE OF FRAGMENTS - (3)

"My heads heavy, my limbs are weary,
"And it is not life that makes me move"
Shellev 1820

But the spirit dwell in me unweary,
The vision the brain manifest in love.

-     Inside the meek physic, veins flow unreal,                    ] [

Unending string of thought melancholy,
In the pure mind more sennuate the ideal,
Consuming my heart valuntarilly.

Minute after minute into unknown,
Ineffigy seen unclear the idol,                                        j [

On the fertile loam, bearing seed unseen,                     3 c

The present and future in unmeddle,

Unheard the skylark melodious voice,
Adonis still unborn to spark the earth,
The lamentation is amateur noise,
But still weary, toil no more on the earth.

For Bacchus or Pshycho to unlament,
The sun sinks in the distant horizon,
Inspiration to flood thro the deep vent,
May not rise for a deep dirge to tune.

All is nearing to breathe last ingenuine,
The foUy or wise, futue stroll on right.